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A "MUST" FOR ALL MODEL BUILDERS., 
the big, new 144-page book 



CAL SMITH on 

MODEL BUILDING 



Model Building 




Original TESTED designs for 



All veteran model builders know 

Cal Smith as one of the country's 

leading authorities on model building. 

As o writer, designer, illustrator and 

winning contestant, Cal Smith packs over 

fifteen years of expert modeling into the 

most complete book of its type ever published. 

His book MODEL BUILDING will appeal to c 

beginners because of the simple, to-the-point 

approach. Seasoned hobbyists will also treasure this 

book because of the advanced designs, facts and figures and 

hundreds of drawings and photographs. For the best guide 

in model building see CAL SMITH on MODEL BUILDING . . .tod. 

at your local newsstand 754 




If your news dealer cannot supply you, order by mo 
FAWCETT BOOKS, Depf. C-7, Greenwich, Connecticut. Order 
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THE BLUEfHAND^OF DEATH 
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ONE SUNDAY morning Chief Burnside of " 
the Emmetsville Police received a call 
from the superintendent of the apartment 
house at 323 Burnett Road. The superinten- 
dent claimed that he had just heard a revolver 
shot coming from somewhere in the house. 
Would the Chief please investigate? 

Burnside and Daddies, his young assistant, 
went immediately to 323 Burnett Road. They 
found nothing unusual at any of the apart- 
ments on the first five floors. So they rang the 
bell of apartment GA. Almost immediately a 
man answered the door. He was attired in ex- 
pensive pajamas and wore a black silk dressing 
gown with the initials G. B. embroidered on 
the breast pocket, 

"The police! I was just going to call you." 
be said, urging the Chief and Daddies into bis 
richly furnished living room. "My cousin has 
just been murdered!" He painted to a man 
lying on the floor, and started toward him. 

"Keep away from that corpse!" Chief Burn- 
side said. 

The body was still warm, and on the right 
side of its forehead was a hole the size of a 
ten cent piece, obviously the mark of a bullet's 
entrance. 

The Chief looked up at the pajama-clad man 
Who was standing, hands plunged deep into 
the pockets of his dressing gown, staring at 
the corpse. "Tell us what happened." he said. 
"But first, who are you?" 

"I am George Benson, and this is — was — my 
cousin Timothy Benson." 

"Urn," said Daddies, "the George Benson 
who was in the papers about a month ago? Ara 
you the guy who lost fifty grand to Sam 
Forbes?" Forbes ran a gambling house just 
outside Emmetsville. 

"That's right," Benson admitted. "Lots of 
people owe Forbes money. But let's keep my 
personal life out of it, shall we?" 

"Personal lives," the Chief said, "are pretty 
feard to keep out of murders." 

Benson drew himself up indignantly. "Ar# 
you suggesting that I killed my cousin?" 

"I'm not suggesting anything. Let's get on 
with your story." 



"About half an hour ago," Benson continued, 
"I was still in bed, not asleep, but just resting. 
My cousin had come into the living room here, 
He was a nervous man and often had troublt 
sleeping. All of a sudden I heard a gunshot, 
and the sound of my cousin falling to the floor. 
I rushed into this room and saw this." His 
long arm went downward in a dramatic ges- 
ture. "It seemed to me that the shot could 
have come from only one place — the window. 
I figured that the murderer had climbed up 
from the ground, shot my cousin, and darted 
down again. 

"1 rushed over, threw open the window and 
looked out. But I was too late. The murderer 
had disappeared." 

"Why didn't you call the police?" 

"I was going to, but I . . ." 

"Come on, Benson," the Chief said. "Savu 
everybody a lot of time. Did you fire that 
shot?" 

"I did not!" 

Daddies scratched his head and looked at 
the Chief. "Let's take a look around," he said. 

There was no gun in the apartment. How- 
ever, when he searched the desk, Daddies came 
up with an insurance policy, dated six months 
previously, in favor of Timothy Benson for 
the sum of seventy-five thousand dollars. In 
case of his death the money was to be paid to 
his cousin, George Benson. 

"A motive," Daddies called out, holding up 
the paper. "And what a motive! George Ben- 
son loses fifty grand at poker. He can't pay it. 
But if his cousin should by some chance die, 
he gets seventy-five thousand. Now what do 
you think of that?" 

"What kind of rat do you think 1 am?" Beo« 
sen asked. 

"I don't know yet," said the Chief. 

Daddies was examining the insurance policy 
more closely. "Well, well," he said. "Look 
who's here. Guess who sold Benson this pol- 
icy? Arnold Parmalee, the man who lives just 
below here in apartment 5A." Daddies indi- 
cated a small sticker at the top of the docu- 
ment. Printed upon it in bold faced type were 
the words, "Arnold Parmalee, Life Insurance. 
(Please turn to next pagi) 
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323 Burnett Head, Emmetsville, Mass." 

"Get him up here," the Chief told Daddies, 
and when his assistant had left the room, he 
turned to Benson. "How well do you know this 
Parmalee?" * 

"Fairly well. I met him at Forbes' gambling 
house." 

"Did he owe Forbes any money?" 
"I really don't know. Ask him." 
Parmalee and Daddies came into the room. 
The insurance agent was dressed for the street, 
wearing a black velvet-collared overcoat, a 
derby hat, and brown pigskin gloves. 

"Just caught him," Daddies said. "He was 
waiting for the elevator." 

Parmalee was graciousness itself. "I hope 
you won't keep me long," he said to the Chief. 
"I have an appointment." 

"Who's it with?" Burnside snapped. 
"I can't see that it's any of your . . :" 
"Would it by any chance be with a Mr. 
Forbes?" 

Parmalee darted a' quick look at Benson, 
then looked at the Chief. "Forbes?" he said. 
"Forbes? I don't know anyone by that name." 
"Oh you don't?" Daddies jeered. "How much 
money do you owe him?" 
Parmalee glared at Daddies silently. 
Daddies, keeping an eye on Benson and 
Parmalee. went over to his superior and whim- 
pered to him. "This dude here could have fired 
the shot. Come up the fire escape, crawled in 
through the window. After all. Timothy Ben- 
son wouldn't have been too surpVised to see 
a friend, who lived just below, come crawling 
into the window on a Sunday morning. But 
of course Timothy Benson wouldn't have seen 
his friend rush back to the window and dash 
down the fire escape, back to his apartment 
again — pausing just a split second to shut the 
window behind him. Timothy Benson couldn't 
have seen that. He was dead." 

"Isn't that sort of silly. Daddies? Why 
should Parmalee have wanted lo kill Timothy 
Benson? The insurance company he worked 
for stood to loose money if he died." 

Daddies snapped his fingers. "Where's my 
. black bag?" he said. "Before we go any farther, 
let's find out if either of these two babies fired 
.a gun recently," 

Chief Burnside pointed to the settee in the 
foyer. 

Daddies got the bag and took out several 
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articles, among which was a small metal stand, 
so arranged that a dish .could be set upon it 



and an alcohol lamp placed below. When the 
lamp was lit, its flame would fall upon the 
underside of the dish. 

Daddies set it up, placed some paraffin in 
the dish, and lit the lamp. He called Benson 
over, took the dish from the stand. The paraffin 
in it was melted and had become liquid. 

"Stick out your hand, Benson, your right 
hand." 

"Of all the silly things," Benson said, doing 
as he was told. 

Daddies poured the paraffin slowly. "Li l 

allow it to cool," he said. "And now we peel 1 
it off, slowly and carefully. See, it's a mould; 
of the inside of your hand. Now watch." 

He took a small bottle and, using an eye 
dropper, removed a small amount of its liquid 
content. He spread this evenly over the para- 
ffin mould. 

"If you fired a gun lately," he said, "we'll 
see small, blue spots appear — each of them a 
grain of gunpowder." 
No blue spots appeared. 

"He's telling the truth, Chief. He didn't Bre 
1 the shot." 

Chief Burnside looked at Parmalee. "Okay, 
mister, peel off your gloves." 

Protesting, and with a gesture of disgust, 
Parmalee did as he was told. Daddlc repeated 
the process he had used on Benson's hand, 
The paraffin was pocked with blue spots! 
Parmalee suddenly bolted for the door, but 
Daddies grabbed him by the arm. 

The Chief pulled his gun from its holster. 
"No false moves, Parmalee," he said. 

I^ARMALEE scraped the paraffin from his 
hand and replaced his pigskin gloves. He 
knew the game was up. 

"He's guilty, all right," Daddies said, "and 
it's not too tough to figure out the motive. 
Parmalee here owed Sam Forbes money and 
since he couldn't pay him, he made him a 
proposition: 'If I can see to it thai BetiSOfl 
gels the 'money to pay you the fifty grand he 
owes you, will you cancel my smaller debt?' 
Of course Forbes agreed and so all Parmalee 
had to do was to kill Benson's cousin, and you 
know the rest." 

"Yes," said the Chief, "and this is a debt. 
" that he will pay with his life!" 
THE END 



MIK5 BARNETT. MAN ACAIN5T CRIM1 



TASEDON TELEVISION'S OUTSTAND1NGCRIME PROGRAM 




MAN AGAINST CRIME 




K«f».«HU.'HSRPS -ST T RUN the ■ 

f SOMETHING FOB YOUR > TOWN HEWPflPM 



MIKE BARNETT. MAN ACAINST CRIME 




YEN THOUGH I WS ON VRCRTION 1 
REACTED LINE RN OLD FIRE NORSE 
WHEN NE HERRS THE BILL .' 







MIKE BARNCTT. MAN AGAINST CRIME 



f£ CHANGED INTO SOME PRESENTABLE 
■5 AND DROVE OUT 10 THE 
SiSMft BETA CHI SORORWf HOUSE.' 




Smxvmt 



MMfHOtM 
OTT7N9 

*wurt to 

A90mtvtrm 
<va pish 

WHEN rwsr 
VMS A KNOCK 
ON THE DOOR.' 
I OON'T THINK 

/wrrimo 
could mvt 

StmPRtSEDMB 

MORS THAN 

WHEN I 

OPENED THE 
DOOfT AND 
SAW SUB 
FORREST.' 



. MAN AGAINST CltfMf 



F SGMETHtNt* ABOUT 7m&:: 

that mam 'me usrm I ; r 





^w 


W M-M-M .' 
1 IT HAS A , 


/ THAT'S NOT^v 




> NICE < 


. ALL IT'S GOT.' 


suae 


I PLEASANT 






I FLAVOR.' 


/ PICK IS < 






SATURATED ) 


OFfiHER 




^VVITH DOPE// 


TROLLEY, 












HUMOR 






HER 






1 TRST£D 
THE 


-*5=Si 




TOOTH- 




PICK .' 


h ~ i *?5 (■• 


i j^' ' 


, ^y 


^ 


i .-\ 



THERE MAY BE SOME- 
THING TO THIS, BUT FIRST 
I'M GOING TO MAKE 
SURE. 1 YOU WRIT HERE 
WHILE I GO DOWN TO 
THE DRUGSTORE ON 
MAIN STREET AND 
HAVE THIS 
ANALYZED. 



THIS THING SURE IS FULL ) THANKS FOR THE 
OF DOPE, MISTER.' -^ INFO, DOC I'VE GOT 
WHERE'D YOU ^^^ML^ NO TIME TO DISCU5S 
GET IT? jUSt &^"taw ,T NOW 




MIKEBARNHT. MAN AGAINST CRIME 





&IJE WENT 

BACK TO 
SCHOOL AND 
I WRIT ED 
FOR HEX CRU- 
ST Wfl5 AN 
AGONIZING 
WAIT FOE I 
REALIZED 
POPE SELLERS 
PLAYED FOR 
KEEPS AND ONE 
FALSE MOVE 

BY SHE 
WOULD BE 
HER LR5T.' 
SOME TIME 
LATER I GOT 
A CALL.' 




MIKE BARNETT, MAN AGAINST CRIME 




MIKE BARNETT. WAN AGAINST CRIME 



'flJtiT BEFORE X COULD TAKE ft STEP 

■*"\r felt A haho metal object 

am ME IN THE BACK,' 



WANTED TOSMft&l . 

MY FIST INTO HIS . 

CRUEL FACE, BUT HW 

TRIGGER FINGER LOOKED 

AWFULLY ANXIOUS ! 




MIKE BARNETT. MAN AGAINST CRIME 




MU£f BARNrmMAN AOAINSTCWMi 




MIKE BARNETT. MAN ACAINST CRIME 




ABVUTIIIMIMt 




MIKE BARNSTT. MAN AGAINST CRIMS 




HE ¥£** MY i eAKT Tc L °^ M t Neves 1 

WAS SO ATTACHED TOACA? IN AW LIFE' J 
I TWIN* THE^VOKLr? OF IT/ y^ ^/ 




f IS THAT ) 






fflfih 





MU3 fcWNITT, MAN AOJNST 




MIKE BARNETT, MAN ACAJNST CR1MB 



yir/ you pusn wf button 
ano rue floor props our/ 
push Momea button anp 

TUB ENGINE PROPS OUT/ " 
PU&U ANOTHER SUTTON— 





ANP WHAT'S MORE, IT HAS "\ 

FOUR §P££{?$ FIRST, } 

SECOfiiP, THI£P, ANP J-S 


J< } 


*w 


Jfr A U 




Vfld 




\f/ j 





MIKE BARNETT. MAN AGAINST CRIME 





CIIY 

New York 
Ames-Dei Moi 

Atlanta 
Baltimore 
Birmingham 
imingron 
Boston 
Charlotte 

Cleveland 

Dayton 
Detroit 



'MAN AGAINST CRIME SHOW 



Follow your favorite crime program over your TV station! 
Check your local newspaper for time! 



DAY 



SIATIOM 

WCBS-TV Friday 
>* WOI-TV Friday 

WAGA-TV Friday 

WMAR-TV Friday 
WAFM-TV Friday 
WTTV Friday 

WN AC-TV Friday 
WBTV Friday 

WBKB Friday 

WKRC-TV Friday 
WEWS Friday 
WBNS-TV Friday 
WHIO-TV Friday 

WJBK-TV Friday 



STATION DAY 



Greensboro 

Jacksonville 

Kalamazoo 

Louisville 

Omaha 

Philadelphil 

Rock 



Daw. 



Sy,__„ 
Washingto 

Minneapol: 



WFMY-TV 
WF8M-TV 

WMBR-TV 

wkzo-tv 

WHAS-TV 
KMTV 
WCAU-TV 
- 
>rt WHBF-7V 

WHEN 
i VYTOP-TV 
* WTCN-TV 
WICU 
WSAZ-TV 
WJIM-TV 



Friday 
Friday 
Friday 
Friday 



Memphis 
Milwauk. 



Friday 
Friday 
Friday 

Thursday 

Saturday 
Wedneiday 



New Haven 
Norfolk 

Richmond 

Albuquerque 
Dalles 
Houston 
los Angeles 

Oklahoma City 
Salt lake City 
San Antonio 
San Francitca 



STATION 

WMCT 

WTMJ-TV 

WNHC-TV 

WTAR-TV 

WJAR-TV 

WTVR 

KOB-TV 

KRLD-TV 

KPRC-TV 

KTSL 

WTVJ 

WKY-TV 

KSL-TV 

WOAI-TV 

KPIX 



Tuesday 
Thursday 
Saturday 
Saturday 

Friday 

Monday 
Thursday 
Wednesday 
Thursday 



ROUND THE CLOCK...ROUND THE WORLD AID 

+ by your AMERICAN NATIONAL RED CROSS + 

OCCUPATION A I TNFRAPVFOR WOUNDEV veTCRANS! 
FIRST AID TRAINING CiNTBRS! 

RCSCUe AID IN NATIONAL DISASTERS! 

BLOOD FOR O.S. CASUALTICS IN KORCA! 



.NEW BACK PRESSURE-ARM LIFT METHOD OF ARTIFICIAL RESPIRATION. 




• The victim !i placed foce down in a prone 
position with arms overhead and bent at the 
elbows one hand upon the other, and the 
head turned to one side so that the cheek rest? 
on the hands. 

both knees at the Vic- 
tim's head, places his hands on the victim's 
bach, with thumbs just touching and the 
heels of the hands just below a line running 

rock* forward slowly, elbows 

ight, until his arms ore almost vertical 

— exerting steady pressure upon the back. 

Next, the r 

hands lo the victim's arms, just above the 
elbows, which are raised until re- 
sistance is felt at the victim's shoulders 
dropped. This 
completes a full cycle, which is re- 
peated 12 times a minute. 



(ADOPTED BY THE AMERICAN NATIONAL RED CROSS- 
RECOMMENDED BY THE NATIONAL RESEARCH COUNCIL) 



+ SUPPORT YOUR MP CROSS! + 
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